And then Helena's hand was freed from the pressure,
from the friendly warmth : the door closed behind her.
The parlourmaid turned the electric light on in the hall.
It struck Helene like a blow—she almost flinched. Birds
were singing in the garden, the gate creaked. Water
trickled in its bed among the rocks at the side of the
road.
Helene suddenly closed her eyes, pressed her lips to-
gether and sank into deep darkness. She walked on like
this for twenty paces, tempted, giddy, with hesitating
feet. She bumped against something, stood still and,
with a deep breath, opened her eyes. She was standing
at a wooden railing, beneath her she saw the town as she
had seen it once before, long ago, on a dying, fading
evening, and above her an early moon hung in the
heavens as though softly swaying in a silvern cradle. . ..
When Helene got back to the clinic the evening round
was already over. Kranich had had a camphor injection
a little while earlier—for his heart was in a very uncertain
condition—and he looked towards her silently, but with
a lucid expression, as she opened the white door. He had
become very yellow, very large-eyed, all his features had
enlarged in proportion as his face had shrunk together.
His hand that was lying on the bed-cover was damp, but
his lips were dry and .cracked, and Helene first went and
damped a wad of bandage and brushed it across his
mouth. " How are you, Kranich ? " she asked softly.
Kranich, who was only able to whisper, answered:
" Fine. Much better." She turned the small shaded
bed-lamp away from him and sat down beside the bed.
After a little while Kranich whispered something that
she could not understand immediately, and she bent
down nearer to Kim.
" Presently I shall have two hands again," he
whispered, It had often happened recently that he had
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